THE  SILVER SPOON	357
coated great-grandfather, Francis Wilmot, Royalist major
in the War of Independence. They always said it was
like the effigy he saw when shaving every morning; the
smooth dark hair drooping across his right temple, the
narrow nose and lips, the narrow dark hand on the sword-
hilt or the razor, the slits of dark eyes gazing steadily out.
Young Francis was seeing the darkies working in the
cotton-fields under a sun that he did not seem to have
seen since he came over here ; he was walking with his
setter along the swamp edge, where Florida moss festooned
the tall dolorous trees; he was thinking of the Wilmot
inheritance, ruined in the Civil War, still decayed yet
precious, and whether to struggle on with it, or to sell it
to the Yank who wanted a week-end run-to from his
Charleston dock job, and would improve it out of recog-
nition. It would be lonely there, now that Anne had
married that young Britisher, Jon Forsyte, and gone
away north, to Southern Pines. And he thought of his
sister, thus lost to him, dark, pale, vivid, e full of sand.'
Yes ! this room made him homesick, with its perfection,
such as he had never beheld, where the only object out
of keeping was that dog, lying on its side now, and so
thick through that all its little legs were in the air. Softly
he said :
" It's the prettiest room I ever was in."
" What a perfectly charming thing to overhear ! "
A young woman, with crinkly chestnut hair above a
creamy face, with smiling lips, a short straight nose, and
very white dark-lashed   eyelids active over dark hazel
eyes, stood near the door.    She came towards him, and
held out her hand.
Francis Wilmot bowed over it, and said, gravely :
" Mrs. Michael Mont ? "
" So Jon's married your sister.    Is she pretty ? "

